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"Huh, what is the next point?'' said Saionji without looking at his
host.
"Come, pay a little more attention to this, this is very important. You
remember the visit a few weeks ago of the Russian War Minister, Kuro-
patokin, we called him 'Black Pigeon,' accompanied by his staffs from
Port Arthur, He was really a spy! He came over to see whether we
were getting ready to oppose his country in the Orient by force. He
saw we were excited about Russia's actions in Manchuria."
"He was right, Genro Ito."
"But I know something more important than General Kuropatokin's
spying."
Ito pointed his finger at Saionji and said: "The Black Pigeon, like
Russia's Minister at Tokyo, Baron Rosen, is not willing to fight Nip-
pon. But- Say, Saionji, you aren't listening to me—"
The narrator's eyes were now blinking and his head was wagging
as he spoke; Saionji became bold.
"Genro Ito-»
"What? What are you beaming at, anyway?"
"Huh, we had Hachiro come over, you know, my adopted son. His
university classes are in recess-"
"What of it? He is a nice young man though. You didn't make any
mistake by taking our advice, did you?"
"In that case, no. See, Hachiro and Shinko are down there on the
beach, walking together. They look up this way often. See, there?
They are waving to me again."
Smiling broadly, Saionji left his seat and went to the edge of the
veranda.
"I'm proud of my daughter and Hachiro-'*
"H'm, you proud father* But your daughter is really lovely. She'll
finish her college soon, eh?"
"Yes, next year," said Saionji cheerfully.
"Then comes the big occasion for the Saionji family-the wedding
of Shinko and Hachiro, eh?"
"Huh, I'm looking forward to it"
"Say, Saionji-san, don't forget, Inouye and I were the nakwdo. Let
me see die charming young couple-" Ito attempted to rise but his
foot was cramped. He sat back on the tiger skin*
"Come, come back here, Saionji-san, you haven't heard my full story.
Leave them alone* You are mistaken if you think that the young people
like to be watched."

